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decent hotel From there telegrams were despatched invoking
aid. One to Herbert Swope, the other to Berney Baruch—
the one sure if the other failed. In the interval of waiting,
an invalid regime did wonders to restore Dick, and we were able
to while away the tedious days attending bull-fights.
If people are shocked by the Spanish shows, I wonder what
effect the Mexican show would have had upon them. It was
a bedraggled affair, neither spectacular nor well fought.
Mercifully for the horses, the bulls' horns were sawn off at
the tips, but even so there was enough of blood and brutality.
The bulls were young ones, too young to be fierce, and they
would not face the horses, so to enliven them the bandolaria
were charged with a time fuse which exploded like a firework
internally with loud detonations, after which smoke and blood
emanated from the burnt black wound in the bull's back,
the audience cheered, laughed, shouted and sang.
The horrible thing was that after the sixth bull had been
tormented to death, one's own sensations became blunted
and blood had no longer any meaning. I wondered whether
perhaps men in war grew callous in this way ?
My telegrams to New York met with a most happy response.
The Manager of the American Smelting and Refining Works
called upon me, in company with the firm's doctor. They
had instructions to do everything for me that was possible,
including medical aid and the offer of financial assistance!
Of the latter I happily had no need, but I was touched by the
thoughtfulness of a Mend whose name never once was men-
tioned.
The Manager had orders to get us across the frontier, some-
how, anyhow. If necessary in a special train with the blinds
drawn down! All that had happened at the frontier was a
mistake, Washington was moving in the matter, orders were
being issued. . . .
Ten days later (not without some trepidation) we presented
ourselves once more at the frontier, were received this time with
the greatest courtesy, and allowed to pass.

